CHAPTER IV
WILD-WEST ANTICS WITH A CHEKA INQUISITOR
THE headquarters of the Cheka had been established in the former
offices of the Secret Police in Gorokhovaya Street, not far from
Rasputin's old flat. As the car jolted and bumped its way down
the street I glanced up at the windows of the flat, but they were dark.
Our reception at the Cheka was routine. Another Lett, a sleepy
individual in an officer's tunic without epaulets and speaking
horribly broken Russian, asked our names and registered them in a
book, I was surprised that we were not searched as I still had my
revolver, fully loaded, in my pocket.
We were led up to the second story of the building and shown
into a room. I don't know how many other rooms there were in the
building or how many people had to find accommodation in it on
that particular morning. The whole place may have been crowded
to overflowing or it may have been calculated Cheka procedure to
cram twenty-seven people into a room twenty-three paces long by
eleven paces wide. On the other hand, it may have been just the
brute stupidity and indifference of the Lett guards who, having
been told to put newly received prisoners in a certain room, would
go on putting every arrival in there until the sheer impossibility of
forcing another inside the door would suggest to them that it would
be necessary to seek instructions. Things like that happen with
peasant mentalities. Anyhow, these were the dimensions of the room
we were put into (I measured them myself later in the day), and
there were already twenty-four people in it3 twenty men and four
women.
They were all asleep. Our entry did not disturb them. Two of
them slouched like dead things on two wooden chairs, the rest were
lying in closely packed rows on the floor. Pushed just inside the door,
we stopped where we were and gasped. It was impossible to move a
step farther without treading on a sleeping bundle. An electric
lamp hung from the ceiling. Someone had tried to reduce the glare
by wrapping it in newspaper. The newsprint made fantastic pat-
terns on the upturned faces and the bare walls. The hot sweating air
was a solid wall of greasy smell. Even if there had been room to
move on the floor we must have pulled up dead when our faces hit
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